T^heTrAgtdieQfli!3xn\^t 

They not ftopt a Beerc-baxrcli?> 

Imperious Cafar dcad,and turn’d to Clay 

Might flop a hole tokeep the wind away ’ 

O that that earth which keprtbc world in awe, 

Sould patch a wall t'expell the waters flaw. 

?ut l^tjbut fofc awhile, here comes the King, Euttr 
The QiJfen.the Couttiers.who is this they follow? Qme.lLti 

And With fuch maimed tites? this doth betoken r 

Tbc.o.re*eyfolto»,did»,,hd.rpr..rh?„d • 

Foredoo ii ownc life, ’c was of fomc eftate 
Couch wc a while and markc. * 


iMr. What Ceremony clfc ? 

Ham. That Laertes a very noble yoo:h, make, 

L4er. What Ceremony elfe ? 

I>o3. Her obfequies hauc been as far inlarg’d 

Af we hauc warranty, her death was doubtful!, 

And but that great command ore^fwayes the order 
She ftiould in ground vnlanftificd bin lodg’d 
Till the laft trumpet : for charitable prayers, 

Flints and pcebles fhould be thrownc on her : 

Yet here fhe is allow’d h^ virgin Grants, 

Her may den ftre wmcrits, and the bringing home. 

Ofbell and buriall. 

Laer. Muft there no more be doone V 
Nomorcbedoone. ^ 

We fhould prophane the fcrnice of thcdcad,^ 

To finga Requiem and fuch reft to her 
As to peace-parted fouler, 

Laer, Lay her i’th earth, 

And from her fairc and vnpolluted flefti 
May Violets fpring ? I tell thee churlilh Prieft,, 

A.miniftring Angcll lhall my (iflcr be 
when thou lycll howling. 

What, thefaire Ophelia.' 

Sweets to the fwect/arc well, 

Ibop’t thou lhould’d haue bin my Hamlets 
I thought thy bride>bed to haue dccjtt fwcet mayd^ 

And not haue ftrew’d thy grauci 
Laer. O trebblcwae 

Fall 
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Prince of 


Fall ten times double on that curftd head, 

Whofc wicked deed thy moftjingenious fence 

Depriued thee of, hold off the earth a while, ^ * 

Til I haue caught her once more in mine armes; 

Now pile your duft vpon the quick and dead. 

Till of this flat a mountaine you haue made. 

To retop old Pelion^ox the skyefll head r 

OihXvfi OljfmpMs. V 

Ham. Whaiishe whofegriefe 
Scares fuch an Empbafis^vehoh phrafe of (brrow 
Coniurcs the wandringStars,and makes them ftand 
Like wonder wounded hearers ? cis I 

HamletthtDafje. 

Laer. The Diucll take thy foule, 

jFf4. Thou pray’ft not well, I prethee cake thy fingers 

For though I am not fpleenatiue ra(h, (from my chtoar,. 

Yet haue I in me fomething dangerous, 

Which let thy wifdomc fcare ; hold off thy hand ? 

King. Pluck them afundcr, 

Q^e. HamUuHamleU 
Ail. Gentlemen. 

Bora, Good my Lord be quiet. 

Ham. Why I will fight with him vpon this theam< 

Vntill my cy e-lids will no longer wagge* 

O my fonnCjWbat theamc ? 

Ham. I lou’d Ophelia : forty choufand brothers 
Could not with all their quantity ofloue 
Make vp my fum. What wilt thou doo for her. 

King. Ohtxsm^A Laertes. 

Q^e. For loue of God forbcarc him 
Ham. S’woundsfhcwrae whatth’outdoo: 

Woo’t weep, woo’t fight, woo’t faft, woo’t teare thy 
Woo’tdrinke vp Efill,eat a Crocadilc (felfe, 

lie doo’c ; doofi come here to whine < 

To out- face me with leaping in her grane, 

Be buried quick with her,and fo will L 
And if thou prate of mountaines, let them throve 
- Millions of Acres on vs, till our ground 
Sindging his pate againft the burnin g Zone i 

M a Mak"©-^ 
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